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THE CANINE MUTINY 
by 
Ron Hauge 
ACT ONE 
FADE IN: 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~- FOYER ~ MORNING 
The house is quiet when the mail-slot CREAKS open and mail 
slides in. From OFFSCREEN, SANTA’S LITTLE HELPER BARKS 
furiously, SKITTERS into frame, then SLAMS head-first into 
the front door. He YELPS. 
HOMER (0.S.) 
(EVERYDAY) Marge, mail’s here. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~- KITCHEN ~ A MINUTE LATER 
MARGE flips through the mail as the FAMILY looks on. 
MARGE 
Bills... bills... (BRIGHTENS) 00, a 
free sample of gasoline... (BLASE) the 
mailman’s having another pool party... 
Oh look, Lisa! You got something. 
LISA 
(READING) Foreign Language Institute. 
(OPENING ENVELOPE; THRILLED) My German 
verb wheel! 
Lisa takes it and walks away, spinning it. 
LISA (CONT’D) 
(USING WHEEL) Ich esse; er isst; wir 


essen. 
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HOMER 
(WHINY) When? When? Ich bin hungrig! 
MARGE 
Homer, this is yours. 
She hands him a magazine. 
HOMER 
Yes! My precious "CarTOONS!" 
(TAUNTING BART) You got skunked, boy! 
Homer runs off with the magazine GIGGLING and clutching it 
to his chest. An empty-handed Bart is left alone with 
Marge. 
BART 
How come I never get any mail? 
MARGE 
I’m sorry, Bart. Here, you can have 
the junk mail. 


Marge hands over the remaining mail, and exits. Bart flips 
through the stack, unimpressed. 


BART 
Junk, junk, a note from Publisher’s 
Clearinghouse saying we’re out of the 
running... aw, nurtz, nothin’ good. 
(NOTICES) Hel-lo. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~ BART’S ROOM = CONTINUOUS 
Bart, alone, reads aloud from an official letter. 
BART 
(READING) "Dear Occupant: Because of 
your fine credit history, you have been 


pre-approved for a Visa card..." 
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Bart smiles and begins to fill out the agreement form. 
BART (CONT’D) 
Sounds about right. Lessee now... 
"Occupation?" (CONSIDERS; WRITES) Mm, 
Butt Doctor. "Income?" (WRITES) 
Whatever I finds, I keeps! "Name?" 
Hmm, name, nmame.... 


A dazed Santa’s Little Helper, a bump on his head, stumbles 
down the hall. Bart spots him, and looks inspired. 


BART (CONT’D) 
(SIGNING) My name is... Santa’s Little 
Helper. (EVIL LAUGH) (PAUSES TO LICK 
ENVELOPE) (MORE EVIL LAUGHTER) 
ART CARD: 6-8 WEEKS LATER 
Under, we hear the mail-slot CREAK, SKITTERING and BARKING, 
then the THUD of the dog’s head against hard wood; then a 
YELP. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~ KITCHEN ~ MORNING 
The family waits eagerly as Marge flips through the ~ail. 
MARGE 
Third notice, final notice... who 
or what is "Santos L. Halper?" 
BART 
Beats me... some new kinda lunch-meat 
maybe? (REALIZING; COY) Heeyyy, um -- 
must be more junk. I/’1l take it. 


Bart SNATCHES the envelope and runs off. 


os 
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INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 
Bart admires his new Visa card as the dog looks on. A 
CLOSE UP on the card shows it’s embossed with the name 
"Santos L. Halper." 
BART 
Wow, my own Visa card! (LOOKS AT 
LETTER) A $3,000 credit limit?! 
(KISSES DOG ON MOUTH) Thanks, 
"Santos!" 
Just then, the dog SNEEZES hard and a quarter flies out. 
BART (CONT’D) 
(HAPPY) A quarter?! You’re the dog 
that keeps on giving, aren’cha? 
(LOVING) Aren’cha? 
Bart hugs Santa’s Little Helper. The dog looks contented, 
but then suddenly turns, GROWLS, and starts viciously 
trying to bite his own ear. 


INT. THE ANDROID’S DUNGEON = NOON 


Bart, holding his credit card, is impulsively buying every 
comic book he sees. 


BART 
(SUPPRESSED EXCITEMENT) ... and "Zebra 
Girl," and "Zillionaire," and 
"Zoldzilla." 

COMIC BOOK GUY 
And will there be any more splurging 


today? 
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BART 
Oh my, yes. (SEES NEW ITEM) "The Only 
Comics Guide You’ll Ever Need?" Til 
take three of those. Oh, and throw in 
that hardbound Radioactive Man 
collection. 

COMIC BOOK GUY 
A superb choice: in volume two, 
Radioactive Man travels through time to 
defeat Jesse Owens at the 1936 
Olympics. 

BART 
Put it all on my credit card, my good 
man 


Bart hands him the card. Comic Book Guy examines it 
skeptically. 


COMIC BOOK GUY 

(SNIDELY) Pardon me, "Santos" -- if 

that is your real name, Bart Simpson. 

Your phony credit is no good here. 

(HANDS BACK THE CARD) Now make like my 

pants and split. 
He points to the door. Bart leaves, dejected and GROANING. 
INT. HERMAN’S MILITARY ANTIQUES STORE - SOON AFTER 


HERMAN rings up Bart’s purchase, an army surplus bomb with 
fins. 
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HERMAN i 
All right, one D~5 TruceBuster. Just 
sign here and it’s yours. 

BART 
(WORRIED, CAN’T REMEMBER NAME) 0h yes, 
my name. I will now sign my name. 
Which is... of course... uh... can I 
see the card for a second? 

SMASH CUT TO: 
EXT. ALLEY BEHIND HERMAN’S STORE - 10 SECONDS LATER 


Bart is lying face down in the alley. Herman SLAMS the 
door shut. Bart gets up and dusts himself off. 


BART 
Aw, what good’s a credit card if you 
can’t even use it? 
As he walks out of the alley, Bart spies a glossy “Sharper 
Image"-type catalog in a garbage can: "The Covet House 
Catalog." : 
BART (CONT’D) 
(INTRIGUED) What’s all this, then? 


Bart flips through the catalog, which is full of jukeboxes, 
ham and fruit assortments, fancy clothes, etc. 


BART (CONT’D) 
Hey, swanky... (READING) “Order by 
phone"... Bart likee. 
MATCH DISSOLVE: 


from a photo cf a smoked saimon to an actual smoked 
salmon... 


INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - LIVING ROOM ~ WEEKS LATER - DAY 


Bart dispenses gifts to the family from a cardboard box. 
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BART 

Mom, this is for you: 15 pounds of 

Vancouver smoked salmon. Smell it! 
MARGE 

(MOVED) Oh, Bart, you didn’t have to 

ao that. (SMELLS IT; PLEASED) 0h! 
BART 

And for Homer -- 

He presents Homer with a golf shirt from the same box. 

HOMER 

Wow! A golf shirt! With my corporate 

logo on it! (SMELLS IT; PLEASED) It 

smells like salmon, too! Thanks, boy! 
BART 

(TO LISA) And for the college-bound... 


500 stay-alert capsules. 


LISA 
Wow, "Trucker’s Choice." That is so 
sweet. 

HOMER 


(ASHAMED) But we didn’t get you 
anything. 

BART 
Hey, no biggie, I covered myself. Mom, 
would you cook me up this Omaha steak 


for dinner tonight? (SHOWS IT) 
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MARGE 
(THRILLED) I/’11l get right on it! 


She hops to, heading for the kitchen. Homer parades around 
in his tight new shirt. 


INT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~ BART’S ROOM - EVENING 
Bart’s room is redone in new purchases: halogen lamps, a 
miniature apple tree, kilim rugs, unopened boxes, etc. 
Bart flips through his catalog and slices sausage on the 
bed as Lisa passes in the hall and GASPS at all the stuff. 
BART 
Hey Lis, want some summer sausage from 
Wisconsin? There’s five more just like 
it under the bed. 
Bart indicates the lumpy bed. Lisa looks around the room. 
LISA 
(A LITTLE WORKED UP) Halogen lamps? 
Kilim rugs? Bart, where are you 
getting all this stuff? 
BART 
What if I told you I found a magic coin 
purse? And every time I open up that 
purse it’s full of gold doubloons, no 
matter how many I spend? 
LISA 
Ifd say you're a pretty lazy liar. 
BART 
(UNCONCERNED) Aw, you’ve been all 
edgy and suspicious ever since I gave 


you those pep pills. 
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LISA 


(ONE SENTENCE, NO PAUSING) Oh, I don’t 

need pep pills to be suspicious if I 

want to comment on it I’1l comment on 

it who’s gonna stop me, you, Pep pill 

Boy? Pep Boys pills Beverly Sills 

(SHORT CLICKING SOUND) oh boy. 
She exits, shaking a bit. Bart resumes flipping through 
his catalog. He sees an ad for "COLLIES FROM VERMONT," 
with a stunning picture of a wind-blown Collie wearing a 
blue ribbon, 

BART 

(IMPRESSED) Whoa! (READING FROM AD) 

"The crowning achievement of the 

dogmaker’s art. This limited edition 

Collie comes fully trained by Major 

Jonas Fong, A.L.B.D.A... only 800 will 

be bred... quite possibly the World’s 

Best Dog." 


Bart, credit card in hand, begins DIALING his new cell 
phone. 


BART (CONT’D) 

(LOOKING AT AD) Twelve hundred bucks?! 

I better just get one. 
ART CARD: 6-8 WEEKS LATER 
Under, the door bell CHIMES. Santa‘’s Little Helper GROWLS. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - FOYER - MORNING Le 
A groggy Bart, in a monogrammed smoking jacket, opens the 
door to find a crate on the doorstep. In the background, a 


UPS truck DRIVES off. Bart GASPS and POPS the crate open. 
A gorgeous young COLLIE BOUNDS out into his arms. 
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COLLIE 
(HAPPY BARK) 
BART 
(ECSTATIC) Wow, you really came! And 
alive! Not like those tarantulas from 
Ecuador! 
The happy dog LICKS Bart’s face. Bart hugs him. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE = KITCHEN ~- CONTINUOUS 


SNOWBALL II flees the room with a YOWL as Bart enters with 
an excited Marge and Lisa, and the energetic Collie. 


BART 
Okay, watch this. Watch. (TO DOG) Do 
a back-flip, Laddie! 


The dog performs a back-flip effortlessly. Marge and Lisa 
MURMUR happily and rush to hug and pet him. 


MARGE 
Oh, he’s so smart! 
LISA 
And so handsome! Bart, I just love 
him! 
Homer enters. 
HOMER 
Hi Marge, hi Santa’s Little Helper, hi 
kid -- hey, that’s not Santa’s Little 
Helper. 
MARGE 
That’s Laddie. Bart says he won him at 


a church carnival, two towns over. 
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LISA Scorn 
(ROLLING HER EYES) In a truth-telling 
contest. Right, Bart? 
BART 
To the best of my recollection, yes. 
HOMER 
Wow, I gotta start going to church. 


The dog brings a brochure to Lisa in his mouth and places 
it in her palm. 


LISA 
What’ve you got for me, boy? (TAKING 
BROCHURE) Hey, this says we should 
feed him lots of eggs and olive oil to 
ensure a glossy coat. 
HOMER 
(TEACHING) A dog like this you have to 
feed every day. (TENTATIVE) Right? 
Marge? Back me up on this. 
Marge finishes examining the dog’s teeth like a dog show 
judge. She takes the brochure from Lisa and the dog 
prances off. 
BART 
He’s trained to do all sorts of stuff 
~~ he can herd sheep, perform CPR, 
detect radon... it’s all in the 


brochure. 
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MARGE 
(READING) "Some call it the dog that 
never sleeps, though it actually does 
~~ while jogging.” 
Homer looks over Marge’s snoulder at the brochure. 
HOMER 
Geez, that dog has more education than 
Ido. He’s some Kinda super dog. 
(LOOKS AROUND) Hey, where’d he go? 


They hear the toilet FLUSH. They look to the bathroom door 
and see Laddie emerging. The family APPLAUDS. 


ANGLE ON 


Santa‘’s Little Helper, watching and GROWLING softly at the 
scene as he hides behind the sofa. 


INT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~ BART’S ROOM = NIGHT Lf 
Bart sleeps in bed, Laddie at his feet. Santa’s Little 
Helper jumps up and GROWLS at Laddie, who LICKS him, then 
graciously retreats to the floor. Santa’s Little Helper 
begins to SHRED the bedding. Laddie GROWLS commandingly, 
and Santa’s Little Helper lies down. Bart’s cell phone 
RINGS. He answers sleepily. 
BART 
(GROGGY) Hullo? 
CREDIT REPRESENTATIVE (V.0.) 
(ON PHONE) (SLICK) Hello, Mr. Halper, 
how are you this evening? I was 
wondering if you had a chance to read 
the threatening letter we sent you the 
other day... 
BART 


Uhh... 


12. 
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CREDIT REPRESENTATIVE (V.0.) 
because you sound like a mature, 
responsible person who wouldn’t want an 
unpaid credit card bill to spoil all 
his hopes and dreams for the future -- 
dreams such as home ownership, boat 
ownership, and event attendance. Now 
when can I tell my supervisor, Mr. 
Robinson, to expect payment? 
BART 
Yipe! (TO SANTA’S LITTLE HELPER) Hey, 
dog, it’s for you. 
A nervous Bart holds the phone up to Santa’s Little Helper, 
who Listens to the REPRESENTATIVE’S DRONING, then LICKS the 
receiver. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE «- FOYER ~ MORNING 
Bart is holding a leash as he calls to a dog, OFFSCREEN. 
BART 
C’mon, boy, let’s go for a walk! 
A happy Santa’s Little Helper SKITTERS into the door. 
BART (CONT’D) 
(CHUCKLING) No, not you -- Laddie. 
Laddie comes. Bart hooks the leash to him. 
BART (CONT’D) 
Cimon, I’ve got a job for you. 
EXT. SPRINGFIELD DUMP ~ SOON AFTER 


Bart stands guard as Laddie finishes digging a pit. 
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BART 
Way to dig, Laddie. Good dog. 


Bart KISSES the Visa card and chucks it in. Laddie 
dutifully begins filling in the hole. 


BART (CONT’D) 
Oh wait, one more thing. 
He tosses a report card full of "F"s into the hole. 
EXT. SIMPSON HOUSE = STREET - SOON AFTER 
Bart, with Laddie, approaches the house and sees a van 
labeled "Repo Depot" in the driveway. In the doorway, Lisa 
watches helplessly as two REPO GOONS haul Kilim rugs, the 
mini apple tree, etc. to their van. 
BART 
Oh no, repo men. (TO DOG) Laddie, 
hide behind that bush there. 
Laddie runs behind a bush. 


EXT. SIMPSON HOUSE - FRONT DOORWAY - A FEW MOMENTS LATER 


Bart runs up to Lisa as the goons continue to haul stuff 
away. 


BART 
Oh my God, Lisa. Tell me Mom and Dad 
aren’t home. 

LISA 
They’re not. They went for a walk with 
the Flanders. Bart, what’s going on? 
Why are these repo guys taking all your 
stuff? 

Repo Goon #1 approaches Bart menacingly. 
REPO GOON #1 


You Santos? 
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BART 
No, sir. (LYING) Santos moved out this 
morning. 
REPO GOON #1 
Yeah? (GRUFF) Well, tell him to pay 
his credit card bills or he’s gonna be 
payin’ his hospital card bills. 
BART 
I‘ll give him the message. 
The Repo Goon hauls some stuff to the van. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - LIVING ROOM = CONTINUOUS 
Bart and Lisa enter the house. 
LISA 
(SHOCKED) Bart, you had a credit card? 
I knew you were up to no good. 
BART 
Okay, so I committed a little mail 
fraud. Haven’t I been punished enough? 


Goon #1 walks out with Lisa’s saxophone by mistake. 
GASPS and runs after him. 


LISA 
That’s my saxophone! It’s a Harmon 


Honkmaster! 


8/29/36 


Lisa 


Goon #2 comes downstairs with a clip-board and scoops up 


Santa’s Little Helper. 
REPO GOGN #2 


And the last item is one $1200 dog. 
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BART 4 
But that’s not... (RECONSIDERS) nice. 


The goon carries Santa’s Little Helper from the house as 
the dog happily LIcKS his face. 


EXT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~ FRONT DOORWAY - CONTINUOUS 


Bart watches as the repo van pulls out of the driveway. 
Santa’s Little Helper peers happily from the window. 


BART 
(SADLY) Oh no, what have I done? 
LADDIE (0.S.) 
(BARKS) 


Bart turns to see Laddie pulling something from under a 
bush. 


BART 
Laddie, you saved my pachinko machine. 
Good dog. 
Bart FLIPS THE HANDLE and begins happily PLAYING the 
machine, which BLINKS, BLEEPS and plays a CHEESY LITTLE 
FANFARE. 
COMPUTERIZED JAPANESE VOICE 
You a winna. (SHORT GUTTERAL LAUGH) You 
a winna. (SHORT GUTTERAL LAUGH) You a 


winna. 


As Bart plays obliviously, the Repo Van disappears over the 
horizon. 


FADE OUT: 


END OF ACT ONE 


Page 
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ACT TWO 2 


FADE IN: 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~ KITCHEN ~ THAT EVENING 


The family eats as a bright-eyed Laddie sits at Bart’s 
feet. 


BART 
Mom, can I feed Laddie at the table? 
MARGE 
Well, it is against the house rule... 
(ENAMORED) Oh, I guess just this once. 
Bart feeds Laddie a scrap, which he takes to his bowl to 
eat neatly. Beside him, Santa’s Little Helper’s bowl is 
full and untouched. Homer, wearing a tie, eyes Laddie 
uneasily. 
HOMER 
I don’t know about this dog. He’s 
kinda... snooty. Do you see how he’s 


always sneering at us? Judging us? 


They all look at the dog, who looks back at them 
innocently. 


LISA 
He’s not sneering at me. 
MARGE 
Homer, are you wearing a tie to impress 
Laddie? 
HOMER 
(EAGER) Do you think he noticed? 


Marge rolls her eyes, then secretly touches up her 
lipstick. 
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LISA sa 
Where’s Santa’s Little Helper? 
A nervous Bart, startled, CHOKES on some milk. 
HOMER 
(DOESN’T REMEMBER) Who? 
BART 
(LYING) Santa’s Little Helper is at 
Milhouse’s... where I took him... ‘til 
the new dog adjusts to the house! 
MARGE 
Well, we wrecked the first dog. We’ve 
got to treat this one right. Bart, why 
don’t you take Laddie for another walk. 
HOMER 
No! Bart had his turn, let me! (INTO 
DOG’S EYES) I can’t resist his charms. 
EXT. EVERGREEN TERRACE ~- 300 BLOCK =~ SOON AFTER 
Homer struggles somewhat to walk the frisky dog. 
HOMER 
You have so much energy. You really 
gotta eat your Wheaties to keep up. 


Homer is approached by KENT BROCKMAN, who walks a FEMALE 
COLLIE in a red bow. Brockman looks impressed, friendly. 


KENT BROCKMAN 
Hiya, partner. That is one fine 


looking animal you’ve got there. 
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HOMER 
(SHAKING HIS HAND) Wow, TV’s Kent 
Brockman. 
KENT BROCKMAN 
(DIDN‘’T HEAR; PETTING LADDIE) This 
fella’s not available to stud, is he? 
HOMER 
You want some puppies, eh, Mr. 
Brockman? 
KENT BROCKMAN 
No, Jessica’s been fixed. She just 
needs a little attention. (WINKS) 
The men are approached by a SUPERMODEL walking an AKITA. 
HOMER 
(EXCITED GASP) It’s Mocha, the 
supermodel! 


Her dog SNIFFS Laddie, then they begin to LICK each other 
playfully. 


SUPERMODEL 
I don’t believe it! My Benito -- he 
loves no one! No one but himself! 
HOMER 
Wow, now @ supermodel is talking to me, 
too. (PETS LADDIE) Good boy, Laddie! 
Good, good boy! Good, good, goad, 
good, good, good -- 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE ~ LIVING ROOM - SOON AFTER 


The family is gathered around a happy Homer and Laddie. 


is. 
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LISA 
Wow, Kent Brockman! What was he like? 
HOMER 
He told me, "Hiya, Partner.* Then I 
stuck out my hand and he shook it -- 
class all the way. 
MARGE/BART/LISA 
(IMPRESSED MURMURS) 
MARGE 
Can you believe a dog is introducing us 
to a better class of people? 
HOMER 
Yeah, who’da thunk it? 
LADDIE 
(BARK) 
HOMER 
I mean thought it. Thought it. 
EXT. SPRINGFIELD STREETS - MARGE’S CAR = NEXT MORNING 
Marge drives the kids and Laddie home from the store. They 
drive alongside Springfield Park, where a group of HIPPIES 
play frisbee and climb rocks near their painted VW bus. 
MARGE 
Oh, look, kids! Hippies! 
BART / MARGE 
(SNICKER) 
MARGE 
(SUDDENLY CONCERNED) Lisa, I want to 


see four locked doors. 
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Laddie hangs out the open window and BARKS at the hippies. 
Suddenly, he jumps from the moving car and charges the 
hippies. 
MARGE (CONT’D) 
(GASPS) Oh, my Lord! No, Laddie! 
BART 
Yeah!! Sic ‘em, boy! (YELLING To 
HIPPIES) This is for Vietnam! 
EXT. SPRINGFIELD PARK ~ HIPPIE ENCAMPMENT ~ A MOMENT LATER 
Marge and the kids approach the active hippies. 
MARGE 
I’m very sorry. He must’ve smelled 
your narcotics. 
HIPPIE #1 
Nah =~ he just wants to play. Looks 


like he’s been cooped up for a while. 


Laddie leaps high over a hippie’s back to snatch a frisbee. 


He lands gracefully, and throws the frisbee back. 
HIPPIE #1 (CONT’D) 
(TO SIMPSONS) See, this breed here is 
descended from an outdoor dog, right? 
HIPPIE CHICK 
He’s got to be around natural nature. 
Io mean, that’s just known knowledge. 
MARGE 
(SPOOKED) Let’s geo, kids. 
INT. MARGE’S CAR «- MOMENTS LATER 


Marge, the kids, and Laddie drive away from the park. 
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LISA 
Those drop-outs were right, Mom. Maybe 
we should take Laddie on a good long 
outing. We could use the excercise, 
too. 

MARGE 
I don’t know. I’m all for it, but I 
don’t see how we’re going to sell your 
father on this. 

LISA 
Don’t worry, we’ll tell him in front of 


the dog. He’ll be too embarrassed to 


say no. 
EXT. MT. SWARTZWELDER STATE PARK ~- TRAIL HEAD <- THAT or 
SATURDAY 
Laddie stands by a wooden sign-post that reads: "BIKE 
TRAIL #4: Swimmin’ Hole - 6 miles." He BARKS 


enthusiastically. Bart pedals his bike furiously into 
frame, and SKIDS to a stop in a cloud of dust. He is 
followed by Lisa, then Marge, who pedals into frame on her 
old Schwinn. Maggie is cradled in the white wicker basket. 
MARGE 
(PLEASED MURMUR) This is breathtaking. 
It’s like a rainbow of green. 
A beat later, Homer struggles into frame on an expensive 
mountain bike. He wears skin-tight Tour-de-France Spandex 
shorts and an aerodynamic racing helmet. 
HOMER 
This’d better be worth it. (TO LADDIE) 


Cc’mon, boy -- lead us to a better life! 


The dog heads down the trail, and the family follows. 
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EXT. MT. SWARTZWELDER - BIKE TRAIL ~ 10 MINUTES LATER & 


Laddie is a little ahead, and Homer is a little behind as 
they pass a sign-post: "Swimmin’ Hole - 5 Miles." 


BART 
One mile down! 
LISA 
Laddie’s setting a pretty fast pace. 
But then, you have been promising to 
exercise more, Mom. I think he knows 
that. 
MARGE 
I know! (TO LADDIE) Good boy, Laddie. 
It’s like you’re my conscience! 
The family pedals on happily, trailed by a PUFFING Homer. 
HOMER 
Slow down, Laddie! Semi-bad boy! 
DISSOLVE TO: 
AN HOUR LATER: The family ~-- torn, tired, and dirty -- roll 
down the trail in angry silence, except for their LABORED 
BREATHING. Homer is steamed as he BUMPS along on severely 
bent wheels. They reach a sign: "Swimmin’ Hole." 
BART 
(SWATTING BUGS; MAD) It’s about 
flippin’ time. Where is that damn dog? 
EXT. MT. SWARTZWELDER - SWIMMIN’ HOLE =- CONTINUOUS 
Bart parts the bushes, revealing a pond fed by a waterfall. 


Laddie is already there, posed majestically on a rock. The 
family watches as Laddie DIVES into the water artfully. 
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HOMER 


(CALM) Yeah, yeah, I can show off, 
too. 


Homer angrily hurls his bike into the pond with a SPLOOSH, 
and he watches the tires bob a little before it submerges. 


HOMER (CONT’D) 
(SARCASTICALLY; TO DOG) Look at me, I 
can sink a bike! Bloop, bloop, bloop! 

MARGE 
It’s getting dark. If we don’t head 
back right now, we may never get back. 

LISA 
Can’t I just dip my foot in? 

MARGE 
I think not. 


They grimly head back into the woods as Laddie continues to 
swim energetically in the pond. 


EXT. SIMPSON HOUSE « FRONT WALK ~ EVENING 


The family waddles into the house. Homer, still in his 
Spandex and biker cleats, CLACKS down the sidewalk. 


BART 
(WADDLING) As God is my witness, I 
will never go outside again. 

MARGE AND LISA 
(WADDLING) Amen. 


Suddenly, Laddie trots down the street and joyfully follows 
the family into the house. 


HOMER 


Oh, great. Look who followed us home. 
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The dog cones in behind them, and Homer SLAMS the door. 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - SOON AFTER a 
The tired Simpsons watch TV and eat off of TV trays. A ; 
confused Laddie, a leash in his mouth, looks to Homer and 
Lisa, then Bart. 
HOMER 
(TO DOG) Yes, I know I’m not athletic. 
Thanks for reminding me. 
LISA 
(EXASPERATED SIGH) Laddie, would you 
give us one break, please? 
BART 
(TO DOG) Yeah, you’re seeing the real 
Simpsons now, so get used to it. 
The dog goes up to Marge with his leash. 
LADDIE 
(BARKS) 
MARGE 
Stop it! (DERISIVELY) It’s like 
you’re my conscience! 


Laddie slinks away, dejected and bored. Bart looks at him, 
thinking. 


INT. SIMPSON HOUSE = BART’S ROOM - LATER THAT NIGHT 


Bart lies on his bed, deep in thought. Laddie leaps up 
next to him. 


4F16 TABLE DRAFT 8/29/96 


BART 
You're a great dog, Laddie, but you'll 
never be a Simpson. You need to be 
with people who love the outdoors, 
people who have time to be with you -- 
(EXASPERATED) Uch, why am I talking to 
a dog? I’11 just think the rest of it. 
(SHORT BEAT OF THOUGHTFUL SILENCE) 
(I‘VE GOT IT SOUND) 
EXT. SPRINGFIELD PARK ~ HIPPIE ENCAMPMENT ~ SOON AFTER 
Bart, with Laddie, watches from the sidelines as the park 
hippies climb trees and dance around a fire. MUSIC plays 
from their VW bus. 
BART 
(TO LADDIE) Here you go, boy. 
Bart unhooks Laddie’s leash. The dog takes a step, looks 
back at Bart, then runs to the hippies, who start 
frolicking with him. 
HIPPIE #1 
Hey, kid, isn’t this your dog? 
BART 
Yeah, but you can have him. 
HIPPIE #1 
Hey, thanks. You want a karma apple? 
BART 
(CONFUSED) Uhh... uhhhhh... 


INT. SIMPSON HOUSE <- TV ROOM - LATER THAT NIGHT 


A dejected Bart enters, carrying the leash. The family is 
watching TV. 
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MARGE 
Bart, what’s wrong? Where’s Laddie? 
HOMER 
You mean his majesty? Who cares? 
BART 
I gave Laddie to some hippies. 
MARGE / LISA 
What?! 
LISA 
How could you do that? 
HOMER 
(RELIEVED) I’m glad he’s gone. 
Homer lets his stomach out as if he’s been holding it in 
for weeks, causing his shirt buttons to POP one by one. He 
takes out a pack of cigarettes and TAPS it on the table. 
LISA 
Bart, that’s so irresponsible. 
MARGE 
Oh, honey, I’m sure Bart wouldn’t give 
a dog away unless he knew it was going 
to a good home. 


Marge hugs Bart, who looks uneasy. His eyes fall ona 
framed photo of Santa’s Little Helper. 


INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - BART’S ROOM - MIDNIGHT le 


Bart, alone, stares longingly at the photo of Santa’s 
Little Helper. 


4F16 TABLE DRAFT 3/29/96 


BART 
(SADLY) You were so loyal to me, and I 
sold you out for the first dog I saw 
who was much, much better. Oh, if I 
only Knew where you were... 
BART’S FANTASY 


A luxury liner steams across the ocean. CUT INTO: the 
cabin. A SNOOTY HEIRESS approaches the CAPTAIN. 


HEIRESS 
(ENGLISH ACCENT) Captain, can’t we go 
any faster? I greatly fear we shan’t 
be in Wimbledon by noonfall. 
CAPTAIN 
(ENGLISH ACCENT) No worries, madam. 
He picks up his speaking tube. 
CAPTAIN (CONT’D) 
Lumley, shovel on more dogs, won’t you? 
CUT TO: 
The Boiler room. 
LUMLEY 
Aye-aye. (TURNS TO CREW) More dogs! 
SFX: SHIP’S BELL 
DISTANT VOICE (0.S.) 
More dogs! 
A burly, soot-covered FIRE-STOKER scoops up a big shovelful 
of HAPPY YELPING DOGS (including Santa’s Little Helper) and 
turns toward the roaring furnace. 
FIRE-STOKER 


(COCKNEY ACCENT; CHIPPER) In you go... 
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BACK TO REALITY 


BART 
(SCARED GASP, THEN RECOVERS) Eh, 
But still... 


that’s not too likely. 


you’re gone. (NEAR TEARS) Where are 


you, boy? 
Bart looks out his window into the cold, dark night. 


hear a distant ship’s HORN. 
FADE OUT: 


END OF ACT TWO 
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ACT THREE 
FADE IN: 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE = FOYER ~ NEXT MORNING 
Bart is heading out the front door. 
BART 
(CALLING OUT) I’m going to get the dog 
back. 
HOMER (0.S.) 
The bad dog or the good dog? 
BART 
The bad dog. 
HOMER (0.S.) 
Oh good. He was much better. 
EXT. REPO DEPOT - SLEAZY PART OF TOWN - A LITTLE LATER 


A sign reads "Repo Depot - For All Your Stuff-Grabbing 
Needs." Bart enters. 


INT. REPO DEPOT = CONTINUOUS 


Bart gets in line behind MOE, who is arguing with the 
sleazy owner, TOMMY, behind the counter. 


MOE 
You gotta give me back my floor! 


We see Moe’s floor leaning against a nearby wall. (A 
numbered tag is affixed to it.) 


MOE (CONT‘D) 
My customers are walking around on the 
pipes. 

TOMMY 


Next time pay your bills. 
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MOE 


(EXPLAINING) But I don’t want to! 


Moe turns and leaves. Bart advances in line and shows 
Tommy the photo of Santa’s Little Helper. 


BART 
Excuse me, sir. Did you repossess this 
dog from a guy named Santos L. Halper? 
TOMMY 
(PUTTING ON BIFOCALS) Hmm... yeah, I 
remember this mutt. He was auctioned 
off. You wanna know who purchased him 
or, you know, like that? 
BART 
(DOING HIM) Well, Mack, what’s it, you 
know, worth to youse? 
TOMMY 
(CONSIDERING) Hey, hoo, I dunno, 
prob’ly -~ (REALIZING) Hey! 
INT. GROUNDSKEEPER WILLIE’S SHACK ~- LATE MORNING 


Bart sits with WILLIE in his humble, depressing home. 
Willie is eating meat off of a large bone. 


WILLIE 
Yeah, I bought yer mutt. And I ate 
him. 

BART 


(GASP) 
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WILLIE 
I ate his little face. I ate his guts. 
IT ate the way he was always barking... 
so I gave him to the church. 
BART 
Oh, I see. You hate him, so you gave 
him to the church. 
WILLIE 
Aye. I also ate the mess he left on me 
rug. (OFF BART’S LOOK) You heard me. 
EXT. SPRINGFIELD CHURCH - NOON - ESTABLISHING 
INT. CHURCH ~ BASEMENT THRIFT SHOP <- CONTINUOUS 
A sign reads "Church Thrift Shop -- ‘Nobody Beats the 
Rev’.". REV. LOVEJOY and MRS. SKINNER are behind the 
counter. Lovejoy looks at the photo of Santa’s Little 
Helper and nods. 
REV. LOVEJOY 
I remember "Satan’s Little Helper" -- 
littering the rectory with his dirt, 
biting me in the apse... 
MRS. SKINNER 
He unholied the Holy Water! 
BART 
That’s him all right. (LOOKING AROUND) 
I’ll be happy to take him off your 
hands. 
REV. LOVEJOY 
I’m afraid that’s impossible, Bart. 


He’s no longer among us. 
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BART 
(WORRIED) You didn’t crucify him? 
REV. LOVEJOY 
(LAUGHS HEARTILY) No, he’s safely with 
one of our parishioners. 1/11 give you 
his address if you like. 
Lovejoy starts to write out the address for Bart. 
MRS. SKINNER 
And then buy something, or get out. 
(OFF LOVEJOY’S LOOK; FORCED) Angel. 
EXT. MODEST SPRINGFIELD HOUSE - EARLY AFTERNOON 


Piano MUSIC emanates from the house as Bart marches 
confidently up the walkway and onto the porch. 


BART 
(CHUCKLES; TO HIMSELF) Who can refuse 
a sad little boy his dog back? 


Bart sees Santa’s Little Helper digging in the back ere 
behind a chain-link fence. 


BART (CONT’D) 
There you are, boy! Remember me? 
The dog perks up slightly. 
DOG’S POV 


Bart appears to have a giant can of dog food for a head 
(with Bart’s distinctive spiky hair on top). 


BACK TO REALITY 


The dog returns to his digging. Bart reaches the front 
door and pushes an INTERCOM BUZZER. The MUSIC stops. 


MITCHELL (0.S.) 


(ON SPEAKER) Yes? 
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BART Ce 
(FAKE WHINE) My name’s Bart Simpson. 
I have to talk to you about your dog. 
MITCHELL (0.S.) 
(ON SPEAKER) Give me one minute. 
Bart CHUCKLES. As he waits, he SPITS in his hand and dabs 
his eyes with the spittle. Then he practices pouty faces 
and cry-baby voices. 
‘BART 
(TEARY) “Please, mister... " 
(SETTLING) No, let me do that again. 
(TEARY) "Please, mister... please?!" 
The door SWINGS open. Bart assumes the pouty face, which 
immediately drops when he sees Mitchell in the doorway. We 
see by his glasses and cane that Mitchell is blind. 
MITCHELL 
So, you like my dog, do you? Me, too. 
BART 
(TAKEN ABACK) Uhh... uhh... he’s your 
dog? 
MITCHELL 
Yup, it’s just me and Sprinkles! 
(INDICATES DOG) He’s my good, good 
boy. He even comes with me when I do 
my charity work. ("LOOKS" AROUND 
OUTSIDE) Man, it’s dark out. (BEAT) 


Just kiddin’ ya. 
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INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - BART’S ROOM - EARLY EVENING [% 
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BART iz 


You’re blind, you donate time to 
charity work, and you have an upbeat 
sense of humor? (TO HIMSELF) I’m 
dead. 

MITCHELL 
I can’t see you, but all the other 
senses still work. I’m what we call a 
four-out~of-fiver! But then, you want 
to talk about Sprinkles, and here I am 
rambling. (SMILES) Now, what can I do 
ya for? 

BART 
(LOSING HEART) Nothin’. Forget it. 
(GOES) 

MITCHELL 
Okay. On your way out, would you mind 


tossing my newspaper in the trash? 


As Bart walks away, he picks up a bundled-up newspaper and 
throws it in the garbage can. Bart takes one look at 
Santa’s Little Helper in the back yard, and walks off. 


Lisa is dumbfounded as she hears Bart out. 


BART 
So that’s my plan. (SHOWS WIRE- 
CUTTERS) I’m going to break into the 


blind man’s yard and liberate the dog. 


3 


Bo. 
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LISA Sg 
Bart, that is a new low. 
BART 
Hey, I’m not saying it’s gonna be a 
dance around the maypole. 
LISA 
Well, I won’t tell Mom and Dad, but 
anly because I want the dog hack. Just 
try not to freak out the blind man. 
BART 
(SINCERELY) I can’t promise I’1l try. 
But I’ll try to try. 
EXT. MITCHELL’S HOUSE - THAT NIGHT 
Bart, dressed in black and carrying wire-cutters, goes 
around to the back fence and looks in the yard. No dog. 
He hears THUMPING from inside, then sees a silhouette of 
the leaping dog inside Mitchell’s house. 
BART 
(GROANS) 
INT. MITCHELL’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM = CONTINUOUS 
Bart squeezes through the half-opened window with some 
effort. Across the room, Santa’s Little Helper is jumping 
up the wall to GNAW at a Praying Hands print. 
BART 
(GRUNTS) Stupid window. 
Bart TUMBLES inside, and Santa’s Little Helper greets him 
with a big LICK across his face. Bart hugs the dog. There 


are dog toys scattered around, and all the furniture and 
rugs are chewed. 
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BART (CONT‘’D) 
Hello, Santa’s Little Helper! I mean, 
(SARCASTICALLY) "Sprinkles." 
MITCHELL (0.S.) 
Sprinkles?! Is somebody down there?! 
You’re not barking, but I hear noises! 
BART 
(TO DOG) C’mon, boy. Let’s blow. 
Bart heads for the window. The dog goes back to his 
GNAWING. Bart goes to get him just as Mitchell comes down 
the stairs, swinging his cane wildly. 
MITCHELL 
(SCARED) I can take you on! You wanna 
try me? Come on! 
Mitchell swings as Bart runs to the window. Bart can’t 
squeeze through, so he crouches under the nearby piano. 
Mitchell takes the dog by the collar. 
MITCHELL (CONT’D) 
Who’s here, boy?! Where is he?! 
Santa’s Little Helper leads Mitchell to the piano. Bart 
can see the man’s slippers in front of him. The dog LICKS 
Bart. 
MITCHELL (CONT’D) 
(TO DOG; MISUNDERSTANDING) No, not the 
piano! I can’t play now! 
Bart bolts from his spot and runs across the room, stepping 
on a SQUEAKY dog toy. Mitchell zeroes in on the sound. 


Bart opens the door, zooms through, and SLAMS it behind 
him. 


ANGLE ON 
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PITCH-BLACK SCREEN 


BACK ON 


MITCHELL (0.S.) 
(TRIUMPHANT) I may be blind. But you 
just ran into a closet! 

BART (0.S.) 


(ANNOYED GRUNT) 


Mitchell and the dog are at the closet door, which Mitchell 
locks with a CLICK. Excited, he dances a little jig. 


MITCHELL 
We got him! Good Sprinkles! (TO DOOR) 
Now slide your knife under the door -- 
and don’t think you can walk out of 
there with a nice new jacket on, 
either. 
BART (0.S.) 
(IN CLOSET; SCARED) I don’t have a 
knife. And the jackets are all big. 
MITCHELL 
Wait a minute. I know that voice. 
BART (0.S.) 
It’s Bart Simpson, sir. (GENUINE 


WHINE) I just came to get my dog. 


Santa’s Little Helper PAWS the door. Mitchell UNLOCKS it. 


INT. MITCHELL’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - SOON AFTER 


Mitchell and Bart are sitting at the kitchen table. 
Mitchell deftly pours from a pot of cocoa. Bart’s cup 
BEEPS and Mitchell stops pouring. 
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MITCHELL 
So what this comes down to is: you 
want a blind man to give up his only 
companion. 

BART 
(POLITE) Yes, please. 

MITCHELL 
I don’t know, son. Sprinkles makes me 
pretty happy. (CHUCKLES) ‘Cept for 
when he’s biting into my Braille books, 
making them all wordy. 

BART 
But he makes me happy, too. 

MITCHELL 
(THINKS) Tell ya what. Suppose we let 
the dog decide. 

INT. MITCHELL’S HOUSE ~ LIVING ROOM ~ A MOMENT LATER 


Santa’s Little Helper sits stupidly against one wall. 
Across the room, Bart and Mitchell call to him. 


MITCHELL 
C’mon, Sprinkles! Here, Sprinkles! 
BART 
(DESPERATE) C’mon, Santa’s Little 
Helper! I’m sorry I ever let you go! 
Pick me! Please pick me! 


The dog looks from person to person as they call. 
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DOG'S POV 


He looks at his water bowl, then Mitchell, then a mouse- 
hole, then Bart, and finally a moth. 


BACK TO SCENE 
Bart gets excited when the dog starts to move, but he’s 
only after the moth. The dog chases it in a circle. Bart 
woefully watches the dog spin, then looks to Mitchell, 
who’s still CALLING. Bart looks inspired -- then 
skillfully pretends that Santa’s Little Helper is coming to 
him. 
BART (CONT’D) 
Attaboy, come to me... almost here... 
good boy! I knew you’d come! Gimme 
another kiss, Santa’s Little Helper! 
Bart kneels and affectionately strokes the well~chewed 
ottoman. Santa’s Little Helper is still at the far wall, 
watching the moth flutter out the window. Mitchell, 
fooled, stops calling. 
MITCHELL 
(DEFEATED) Well. He’s yours. 
Santa’s Little Helper, sitting at the window across the 


room, BARKS for the moth. Mitchell zeroes in on the sound, 
then angrily turns back to Bart, whose jig is rightly up. 


MITCHELL 
Hey! 

BART 
(GULP) 

MITCHELL 


You just don’t quit do you? Boy, you 
must really love this dog to lie to a 


blind man. 
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BART 
(REALIZING) Yeah... you’re right, I 
do. 

MITCHELL 


You sound like you really mean it. 
Tell you what: if you can promise me 
you’ll always treat that dog right -- 
always feed him, love him, never let 
him slip away -- I suppose I’d have to 
give him to you. 
BART 
(HAPPY) Really? I will! I promise! 
I’ll never let him go again! 
Bart runs over to Santa’s Little Helper and hugs him. The 
dog LICKS his face happily and Bart GIGGLES. Bart turns to 
see Mitchell standing nearby, smiling. 
BART 
(SNIFFING) You know, mister, I always 
get what I want. Is there anything you 
want? 
MITCHELL 
Indeed there is. 
DISSOLVE TO: 
INT. SIMPSON HOUSE - TV ROOM ~ DAYS LATER ~ EVENING 


Bart, petting Santa’s Little Helper, sits on the couch, | 
watching an old "Barnaby Jones" episode on TV and speaking 


into the phone. 


i 
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BART 
(INTO PHONE) ++. Okay, the cops are 
taking the crook away. Now Barnaby 
Jones is looking out at the ocean. 
He’s prob’ly thinking about his dead 
daughter. 
A COMMERCIAL comes on the TV. 
BART (CONT’D) 
(INTO PHONE) .--. All right, now people 
are smelling cat litter and smiling... 
that must be pretty good cat litter... 
(BEAT) And now it looks like it’s 
Super Dave -- Okay, Mister. See you 
later then. 
A satisfied Bart hangs up the phone and pets Santa’s Little 
Helper contentedly for a moment. He stops suddenly, 
panics, and fumbles for the remote so that he can CLICK OFF 
the TV. 
BART (CONT’D) 
(RELIEVED) Whew! 


Bart goes back to his contented petting. Santa’s Little 
Helper BARKS happily. 


FADE OUT: 


THE END 
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